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Ae spring brought off her master hales
But left behind her ain grey tail:
The carlin claught her by the rump,
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump.

Now? wha this tale o' truth shall read,
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed:
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd,
Or cutty-sarks run in your mind.
Think, ye may buy the jays o'er
Remember Tarn o' Shanter's mare,